IMPRESARIO

When they traveled by bus the countryside was regularly amazed
and amused to cee these muscular, black-bearded giants stripped
to the waist, going through a routine of strenuous calisthenics
under strict army discipline. On the trains they have had their
adventures too.

The most touching of these happened last season, when a late
train and a missed connection left them stranded, thirty-two miles
from another town where they could catch a train which would get
them to their next concert on time. The company manager learned
of a bus in the town and went to talk to its owner.

The garage man, a patriarch of at least three score and ten,
was eating his lunch.

"Can you drive thirty-three Russian Cossacks to ----?" the

company manager asked.

"Russians?" The ancient leaped to his feet, abandoning his
lunch, and rushed into the garage. A moment later a motor began
to cough and sputter, and out came a bus of the same vintage as
its owner.

"Jump in/' he cried. "Where are they? Sure I'll drive the Rus-
sians. Most wonderful soldiers in the world, the Russians!"

He drove the thirty-two miles, talking the whole way about the
exploits of the wonderful Red Army, stealing a glance every now
and then at the tall, foreign-looking men who sat with military
erectness in the rickety seats of his bus. His wrinkled hands on
the wheel trembled with excitement. When the bus rattled into
its destination and groaned to a stop, he watched the men leave
with real regret.

The company manager asked him for his bill, and he shook his
head vigorously. He wasn't going to take money for driving Rus-
sian soldiers where they had to go, no sir! The manager pressed
a wad of bills into his hand and ran for the train, unwilling to dis-
appoint him with the news that his glamorous passengers had not
been soldiers of Russia for twenty-five years.
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